The Tugedie 

Buttcll me, where is princely Richmond now ? 

Chri. At Pembrooke , or at Hertford weft in Wales . 

Bar. What men of name refort to him ? 

Chri. Sir Walter Herbert, arenowned fouldier. 

Sir Gilbert Talbot, fir William Stanley , 

Oxford, redoubted Pembrooke fit lames Blunt, 

Rice ap ’ Tbomtu , with a valiant crew. 

With many mote of noble fame and worth. 

And towards London they doe bend their courte. 

If by the way they be not fought withall. 

D<trRetorne vnto my Lord,commendme to him 
Tell him, the Queenehath hartilie contented 
He fihall efpoute Elizabeth her daughter, 

Thefe Letters will refolue him of my mind. 

Farewell. Exeunt. 

Enter Buckingham to execution. 

Buc. Wi'l not King Richard let me fpcake with him ? 

%at, No my Lord, therefore be patient. 

Buc.Hafiings, and Edwards childreu,.£/#w.r, Gray, 
Holie King Henry, and thy faire fonne Edward. 

V augban, and all that haue mifearried. 

By vnderhand corrupted, foule iniuftice. 

If that your moodiedifeontented foules, 

Do through the cloudes behold this preftnthoure, 

Euen for reuengetmocke my deftrudhon : 

This is All-foutes day fcllowes, is it not ? 

Rat. Ic is my Lord. 

Buc Why then aH-louIeSjdaie is ray bodies Dooraefday.* 
This is the day that in King Edwards time 
I wifi it might fall one me when I was found 
Falfe to his children, or bis wiues allies : 

This is the day where in I wilht to fall. 

By the talte faith of him I trailed moft : 
Thisisail-foulesriay, to my fearefull foule, / 

Is the determit'ied,de(pit‘" or my wronges : 

That high all-ftrr that I dallied with, 

Hath curnd ray famed piai rone my head, 

And giuen in earneft what I beg.l in ieaft, 

Tims Josh he force the fwordoi wicked men 


oj Richard the Third. 

To turne their points on their maifters bofome •• 

Now Margrets curte is fallen vpon my head. 

When he quoth'fhe,fhall fplitthy heart withlorrow, 
Remember Margret was a prophetelfe. 

Come firSjConuey me to the blocke of ftiame. 

Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the due of blame. 

Enter Richmond with drtmes and trumpets. 

%tch. Fellowes in armes, and my moft lotting friends, 
Bruif d vuderneath the yoake of tyrannic. 

Thus farre into the bowels of the land, 

Haue we marcht on without impediment s 
And heere receiue we from our father Stanley, 

Lines of faire comfort, and encouragement. 

The wretched, bloody .and vfurpipgboare. 

That fpoif d your fbmmer-field,and fruitfull vines, 

Swils your warme blood like wafh,and makes his trough, 
In your imboweld bofome,this foule fwine 
Lies now euen in the center of t his Ifle, 

Neere to the townc of Leicefler as we learne 
Fmm Tamworth thichcr, is but onedaies march, 

In Gods name cheareon, couragious friends, 

To reape the harueft of prrpetuall peace. 

By this one bloudie triall of fburpe warre. 
i Lor. Euery mans confcience is a tboufand fwords 
To fite againft that bloudie homicide, 
a Lor. I doubt not but his friends will flie to vs. 

3 Lor. He hath no friends but who are friends for fsare, 
Which inhisgreateft need will fhrinke from him. 

Rich, all for our aduantage, then in Gods name njsrch. 
True hope is fwift, and flics with fwallowes Wings, 

Kings it makes Gods, and meaner creatures Kings. 

Enter King Richard, T^or. Rate life, Cate shy, with others . 
King. Heere pitch our tents, euen here in Bofworth field. 
Why how now Cat'aby, wbyloekeft hou fo fad ? 

Cat. My heart is ten times lighter then my lookes. 

King . Norfolk*, come hither : 

muft bauejcnockes ha.muft we not ? 

Her. We muft both glue and takc : rny gracious Lord. 

' |Vp with my tent, heere will I lye to night'. 


